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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Poem 


(Translated by Jayanta Mohapatra.) 


A palmful of sea 

In the palm 

And inside, 

a coral island. 

On that island 

a finger-tip high 
house of moss. 
Half- hidden, half seen, 
In that house, 

tiny as a pupil 

the pearl of a poem, 
dazzling white. 


Such a small thing, 

still everyone’s eye 

Is on it. 

In case someone’s touch 
might make 

the dead creepers 

to leaf and bud, 

and the directionless desert 
turn 

into tender grassland. 

Its tortuous splender 
might call back once again 
the cataclysm, and 

break and level in the ground 
the poison of oppression. 
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APARNA MOHANTY 


I do not know all these things. 
If at all, at times, 

I hold my tears 

in my cupped palms- 

then, as I wash my face, 

hurt and sad, 

several times, 

from beneath the wall of moss 
tip-toeing, it has come 

to touch me — 

sometimes as the scent, 

of sandalwood, 

sometimes as a flame, 
sometimes as the sounds 

of conch and bell; 

at other times 

as the taste of offerings 

made to Lord Jagannath — yes, that many times, 
Yes, almost. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Your Love is Like that of the Sea 
(Translated by Jayanta Mohapatra) 


How intimate 

Appears that unknown village 
At the foot of the hill 

When a lamp is lit 

In my name 

In the darkest of nights! 


How very full 

Appears this lonely, empty life 
When a drop of sympathy 
Comes from 

The lover's heart! 


Your love is like that of the sea, 
My love — 

Immense 

As the sands everywhere 

In your still heart. 

When you light a wick 

On the horizomn’s other side, 
Shedding an eager tear, 

Gold rays come swimming 
Crossing the waves of time. 


The doors of the eyes open up, 
And the dark night 

Of my village departs, 
Floating on the waves 

Of seven splendored light. 


CD 
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APARNA MOHANTY 


Light and Shade 
(Translated by Jayanta Mahapatra) 


At times 
I love your deceit 
More than your acts of love. 


Whenever 

You talk to me like a stranger, 
Forbid me 

To write to your home, 

Ask me 

Not to call you on the phone, 
And when we meet, 

You stand respectfully 

With folded hands 

As though 

You’ve never ever touched 
My body. 


At that time 

My amazed, truth-loving soul 
Searches 

For another tender truth 
Under the deceit 

Of the fearless embrace 

Of your arms. 


And I think of someone else 
Who is more dependent than me 
On the strength of your love. 
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You have that trust 

I can live 

Holding on to your absence — 
May be She can't, 

Separated a moment from you. 


For her sake, your heart 
Drenched in pity and love, 
Stays away from me 

For no reason. 


And you, at times 

Lean to one side 

Or the other 

As though between beam-ends 
With your vows and your passion. 


How very pale 

Seems the charming gallantry 
Of the world 

Before her! 

For one 

Who has seen just once 

This dappled light and shade 
of your alluring compassion! 
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APARNA MOHANTY 


The Taste of Love 
(Translated by Jayanta Mahapatra) 


Is it true 
that to fall in love 
is sudden and unexpected? 


I have to do 
a number of things 
to be a little in love. 


I've to ask 

for the experience 

of dying from a meteor 
and for the feeling 

of the fall 

of a coral jasmine. 


I learn to walk 
on the slippery path 
hand in hand with insults. 


And bring back 

the lucidity of dew 

the firmness of hail 

and the delicacy of the breeze. 
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Not only 

from the body, 

but from mind, heart and soul, 
stripping myself naked 

I weave a sari 

of surrender 

with a border of deep feelings 
to clothe myself. 


I build a house 
of the densest silence. 
And embellish it with pain. 


And with the threads of thought 
that snap from time to time 

I fasten these knots 

to treasure my passion 

forever. 


Do you know — 

for a mere moment of love 
I have hoarded 

illusions in the eyes 

honey in the lips 

nectar in the breasts 
ecstasy in the thighs 

and death in the cunt 

for ages on end. 
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Once, 

in the hope 

of falling in love, 

I kept on killing myself 
time and again, 

and then 

kept resurrecting myself. 


And after wanting 

and seeking out all these things, 
when 1 prepare the bed 

the lover-boy’s game 

of hide-and-seek begins. 


Sometimes 
at the limits 
of the visible and invisible, 


1 feel 

no other woman 

would have had 

such repeated embraces 
such ardent kisses 

as I have. 


And at other times 

I do have the feeling 
that no one but i 
would have borne 

this utter helplessness! 


Cor D 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


The Unevenness of History 
(Translated by Jayanta Mahapatra) 


And 

along with this 

I refuse with all humility 
the alluring invitation 

to live on 

in the golden page 

of history. 


For to be in History’s page 
means involvement 

in envy, reproof, coercion, rape, 
conspiracy and intrigue, 

and with murder; 

to go along too 

with the subterfuge of truth, 

to say farewell to beauty 

and make a pact with evil. 


To stay in the pages of history 
is to surrender 

to the many base practices 
born out of high ambition. 
that is why perhaps 

no one has ever written 

the history of flowers. 


And so the tender leaf 

smiling at the breeze after a storm, 
or the moon and the water lily 
kissing each other 
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deep in the lucent water 
never care for the attractions of history. 


Who has been able to tether 

the fall of the rain 

or the flight of the bird 

to history? 

Even though very rarely 

an immortal tale of love, 

having ridiculed history, 

is spread and carried from person to person 
long after the lovers 

have vanished from public memory. 


History is written 

by self-appointed charlatans 

in exaggerated words 

from the heart’s untimely death 
in piled up blood. 


If, somewhere, 

a fresh, blissful mind 

is wandering around, 

fet it ramble on, 

for what use is it to decorate 

the enchanting museum of history 

with the early death of a short lived butterfly? 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


If it’s there, It’s there 
(Translated by Jayanta Mahapatra) 


Sometimes 

the tender scent 

of a very dear dream 

comes floating on the wind’s shoulders 
and asks: 

are you well? 

what could I then answer about myself? 


At dead of night 

the stars descend 

the heavy burden of resolves 

held hard against the chest 

through the restless hours of the day — 
how would then 

this thoughtless body be? 


How would this heart 

weighing both hope and desire 
in the scales of the coral jasmine 
be then? 


How would the two eyes 
with their blurred gaze 
looking emptily around 
be? 


And the nostrils 

moist in unknown disappointments 
and the lips 

quivering in unexplained anguish? 
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Can one ever tell 

how would the lines of a half-written poem 
struggling in unconscious agony 

be? 


If I insist 

T’d like to live well and would need 
a life of wishes 

a house like the heart 

a bed of kisses 

and a sleep like death 

who would give them to me? 


Who would mingle with mine 
a mind resembling wind, water and sky 
to bring me happiness? 

who can bring me 

the fulfillment of soft grass 
under my feet 

and the fascination of the sky 
under my eyelids? 

Today 

I simply send back 

the scent of that rare dream 
and answer: 

Let me be 

I am the way I’ve always been 
don’t ask me about myself 
no, don’t ask me ever. 


CD 


22 


Source: Author, Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Introspection 
(Translated by Satyanand Swain) 


All these days, 

you watched and enjoyed my body. 

you touched 

my coy closing eye-lids; 

blooming lotus-like, unfolding breasts, 

you stirred and churned 

my youth in copulation. 

you enjoyed me as a bride and a harlot, 

well-clad and nude, 

in sculpture and scripture, 

while my nude body turned into art in your view, 
it became a taboo, 

nay ugly, obscene and immoral 

to look at myself. 

After all these days, 

I watch me for the first time to my fill, 

and watch how the playful mind of a woman 
moves in waves on my listless primal body, 
unwilling to be fragmented 

as a mother, a sister, a wife or a heroine or a goddess. 
Behold, I recast my pristine soul and body, 

and renew my sex-appeal in the prowess of poetry. 
Pardon me, if I fail to reflect chaste and beautiful 
against the mirror of your ego. 
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Today I am a willful woman 
Blamelessly beautiful to myself 
whose only aim is “LOVE” 

And the aim of love is elixir, 

And the creation of life-giving elixir. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Desire 
(Translated by Ramachandra Behera) 


Do you think I don’t have 
The urge for physical pleasure 
In line with my taste and joy? 


The ecstasy that dissolves identities 
The luxury of unrestrained union 
The embrace of the balmy chest 
Soaked in unconditional longing 
At night, erasing self-consciousness. 


Above your approved pattern, 

This effortless oneness — 

In which body, mind, language 
Sublimate in a crystalline sensation 
Free from pretence 


Pleasure defines itself. 

What is moral, immoral about it? 
Where to charm the soul is happiness 
To churn the body is happiness, too, 
There mortality is a fragile clay. 

It is also happiness as 

One unmakes it, 

Makes it again beautifully 

To render it worthy of holding 

A drop of “Amrit” 
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What is sin, 

Where are the scruples about it? 

Why should this most precious curiosity, 
This yearning for physical fulfillment, 
Remain caged within the three 
Forbidding lines of “Lakshman”? 


Is it possible to confine love, 
The subtlest fascination, 
Within the boundary of 
Fame, wealth and identity? 
Can one delight the body, 
Harmonize its desire 

By just presenting it 

To beget, to be a medium 
For a satisfactory horoscope 
For the begotten? 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


She Falls in Love 
(Translated by Dr Jyotirmayee Mohapatra) 


She falls in love 
thousands and thousands times 
she falls in love. 


Her love is not 
confined to letters 
and conversation 
She loses herself 
in love 

and dies. 


She dies 

as many times 

as she falls in love. 

Except complete self-oblivion 
and transcendental ecstasy 
what can one achieve in love ?a 
For this 

the spoilt woman 

accepts the river current 

As her bed 

Treats a decayed corpse 

as a boat 

And fondly embraces 

a poisonous snake 

and holds on to it 

as her final support. 
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For those 

who proclaim 

to the world 

that love gives 

only betrayal 

and frustration, 

the spoilt woman 

has carved a message 
for them 

on her wide forehead. 


In love 

all tear- drops are pearls 

all bleeding red krushnachudas 
all sighs lotuspond 

all darkness silvery rising moon 
all hurt feelings Mahaprasad 

In all yearnings for love 

there is a sanctity 

like one embracing God. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


The Art of Being Great 
(Translated by Dr. Jyotirmayee Mohapatra) 


The spoilt woman 

never .....never knows 

the art of being great. 

She has already put on, 
and shed, 

many apparels 

many disguises 

of a virgin, a goddess, 

and of course of a flirt woman. 
Who knows 

at which cross roads of life, 
she has lost, 

all known and unknown, 
feminine identities. 

Today 

not an iota of emptiness 
remains in her mind and body...... 
Everywhere 

she has preserved 

the experience 

of each relationship 

along with 

inquisitiveness, surrender, 
doubt, shock, and surprise 
courage, helplessness, 

love and hate 

she has undergone 
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all her life. 

What is more dreadful 
in the grand competition 
for greatness, 

than one’s own voice, 
which speaks the truth 
openly, aloud 

to one’s own self ? 


The spoilt woman 
cannot betray, and hide 
her self-realization 
and thus 

unable to play 

the fake game 

of a false household. 
She knows 

Just this much 

that one day 

she would die 

either by a bullet 

or from a rumour. 


At any moment 

the most quiet 
accident of this world 
will be reflected 

on the mirror of 

her soul. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Ganga 
(Translated by self) 


If one becomes Ganga 

She can say 

With so m much pride 

Call me Gangi, I'll leave 
Call me Ganga, I’li be here, 


Frequent’ 

While sworn in by the 
Sacredness of the Ganga 
Nobody desire on this earth 
A woman, to be the Ganga 
‘To be unearthly 


Can Ganga be confined? 
In a well? 

In metal utensils? 

In earthen rice pots? 


One who quenches the thirst 
Of the universe 

Can be spilled by 

Wine cups 


With the love 

And loyalty of 
Purifying the whole 
Universe in her heart 
The woman, 

Who jumps down 
From the heaven to 
Then earth, knows that, 
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One day she has to leave 

The safe shelter of 

Vishnu’s fingernail 

One day she has to tear apart 
The mattock of hair of Shiva 
Someday she has to 

Break open the thighs of “Janhu” 


Even a day will come 

When from time to time 

She has to float her own babies 
In the current of promises 

She knows 

Before being called 

As “Patitapaban”(Flowing sacredness) 
She has to wonder 

Aimlessly, with a lots of spirit 
And she has to fill up 

The hills and the hell 

The dessert and the forests 
Ditches, farms 

Drains and swamps 

Or the sea 


After going through 

All these initiations 

Her body may earn 

The status of 

A palm full of sacredness 
That opens the door 

Of heaven 
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No one wants a woman 
To be Ganga 


She quenches the thirst 

Off all the bodies and mind of all world desires 
No one cordially 

Sets up 

Her divine form 

In the temple 

Of the thirsty 

Soul! 
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APARNA MOHANTY 


Remedy 
(Translated by Dr. Golakbihari Acharya) 


Hey! Listen! 

Allow me to pass one night 
with you, 

Just one night. 


I earnestly want to pass 

a whole night in your lap 

as carved in my horoscope. 

That night 

I can wear nudity as garment, 

only your fingers can 

disrobe me of 

the chains of misconceptions and pretensions 
from 

my neck, feet and waist. 

Oh! 

allow me to pass one night with you. 


There 

the Jast resolution of 

unmixed pleasure 

would be accepted 

in the whole body 

in the signature of your kisses. 


I have to get such a night 
in this life 

no, never at any time other 
nor 
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in any other birth. 

otherwise 

as foretold 

moments of union 

would be lost 

from the soil of this earth. 

no other beloved would dream 
to get back her lover, 

no other moment would define 
submission; absolute submission 
In no other eye 

the portrait of the dearest one 
would be drawn. 


Also, upon the earth 

God would not take birth 

once and again anymore 

to take a sleep of tireness after love. 


If such a night would not be availed 
the tune from the flute 

the rhyme from the river 

the ripple from the sea 

the fragrance from the flower 

and 

the droplets from the cloud 

would be vanished forever. 
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Finding no other remedy 

I tell you this. 

‘Tell me; 

when you do not know and 

I know it 

all these happen still / if I don't tell 
Will you not charge me then? 


Allow me to pass one night with you; 
Just one night. 
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Inquisition 
(Translated by Dr. Golakbihari Acharya) 


I confess 

offering my body 

tested each part 

of a number of bodies 
searched for and saw them. 


Oh! Yes, 

Searched for a body 

where love is in place of blood 
attraction in place of flesh; 

where bewitching enjoyment is in sweat 
and 

immersion in vision. 


I want to know 
in which conjugation lies 
invitation for self-enjoyment. 


In which redenzvous 

lies the flowery bed of death 

from which shore listens 

the unaffected flute of life 

in which pond of love 

the last lotus of consciousness blooms 
in which emotion hides 

the abomination of meanness 

and 

intimate freedom from ownership. 
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In which marriage lies monasticism 
in close embrace lies destruction 
tomb is in the semen 

and 

poems lie in kisses. 


Still in the life-fold of my offerings 
the rest is kept aloft, 

braving the bellows of a tiger 

the hissing of a python 

I wondered from jungle to jungle 
searched and searched a lot. 


I tolerated exile in the woods 

for a million lives; 

Living in the fear of devils 

the bites of poisonous insects 

and 

baits of the slipery devilish impulses 


Clautching 

the immaterialistic accepted hatredness 

I had to surpass 

a sunless, intractable long road 

breathlessly. 

Pushing aside the unknown scented creeper 
I had to open up paths. 
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At last around the eve 

my tired limbs 

turn into a little lass, 

and 

with the sparkle of the polestar 
she asks the way 

to cross the road limitations 

of this jungle. 
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The Southwind 
(Translated by Dr. Golakbihari Acharya) 


My excited lover 
knocks at the window 
in the form of 

the southwind. 


As I open it 
uncontrolled 

he wraps me around, 
desettles my garments 
kisses me 

on the eyes, lips 

and 

on the nipples as well. 


Pours and pours 
lightening excitements 
lapping in the ear-path 
with the moving tongue. 


Why I intend so much 

this wind 

to unstrap my yet untouched inners 

pierce into all the untouched parts of my body. 
Tracing him 

I would reach 

the undiscovered parts 

of my innerself. 
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I would quest 

where lies in my flesh and blood 

a scented dense forest of sandalwood 
from which 

forbidden garden of breathing 

at times comes 

the fragrance of the white jasmine. 


But the lover-wind 

or the wind-lover 

slips out of my passionate embrace. 
My futile journey 

continues 

just to meet him; 

the god of my leenacy 

the unachieved attraction 

the central figure of my dream 
born with the limbs 

of celestial flesh and bone. 
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For the Migratory Birds 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


Sometimes the lake 
of my heart loves to remain 
still, without waves. 


The body refuses 
the wind from the south 
to touch it. 


It entreats the drops of rain 
to take a different path. 


It wipes the colourful image 
of the western sky. 


Far down the lake, 
it lulls to sleep 

the small fish 
playing in its lap. 


Is someone coming from 

the north like the solution 

of an endless questionnaire, 

to ask for the unconditional warmth 
of a season, its restless wings breaking 
the distance of the millennia, 

crossing the difficult mountains. 


Dropping a white feather 
quietly, would it convulse 
the suffocated waves 

of my heart? 
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Will it search for and bring back 
for me my longing’s golden box 
from the dark depths of the mud? 


Can it free the first few words 
of a poem from it? 
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Guilty 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


When everyone calls a stone 
a stone and rolls away, 

the sculptor holds it 

to his heart and thinks 

when he would be able 

to make out of it 

a statue that speaks. 


When everyone scolds 
sadness and puts it away, 
the poet loves it 

and waits for the day 
when a poem shall 
freely come out of it. 


That’s all, 

That is the difference 
Among the sculptor, 
The poet and others. 
For this small difference 
He is convicted 

Time and again. 


When everyone is forgiven, 
exempted for so many crimes. 
he is given the death sentence. 
his guilt being only 

calling death the nectar. 


CD 
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Unaccepted 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


Wealth, people, 

the world, commerce, 
the longing for fame, 
even the grossest of sex 
is accepted and praised 
according to its place. 


Only love 
is finally 
unaccepted 
unpraised. 


Like a star that can 
hardly be seen 

in the sky of intimacies, 
she chooses 

her own place. 

After bidding farewell 
to all hopes, her 
curve is now 

silent, lonely, 

and the loneliness’s 
unsleeping patrol 

is her injured grief. 


Quietly and slowly 

forgotten the love and that 

star, in whose slight light, 

the pollens, the birds’ chirping, 
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the raim’s droplets, 
the waves of the sea 
we’re swelling in joy. 


Everyone asks 

every other, 

what has become of this earth 
today. It looks 

so lusterless. 


For whom the sun is gloomy, 

the moon friendless and lonely, 

the plants and trees in lamentation, 
like a widow. 
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The Time of Return 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


Now it is time 
to return 
from you. 


I kmow 

how love for me 
has drained out 
of your heart. 


You no longer 
feed the crows. 


You don’t anymore 

look for my coming, 

don’t set the Kalasa on rice, 
don’t light the holy wick, 
don't set the sacred grass. 


Under the tent 

of your eyes, the chant of mantras 
by the gurgling streams, 

like waiting’s spiritual fire, 

the sun is no longer felt 

fragrant, sacred, soft. 


Sometimes, 

hopping from vehicle 
to vehicle, 

remaining sleepless, 
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returning from abroad 

to one’s own place, 

I come, carrying with me 
the clothes of new clouds 
to celebrate intimacy’s 
glorious moment. 


You honour me 

as one would a guest, 
keep me within your teeth, 
take a gulp of water. 

I stand up again 

to return. 


I remember 

how I have lost myself 

in your house, remaining 
yours only, 

needing that golden chain 
of intimacy. 


48 


Source: Author, Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


THE UNKNOWN WIND 


The Unknown Wind 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


How can one ask 

the wind from 

the unloving 

direction, 

the mind’s whereabouts? 


This wind doesn’t have time 
to stay awhile? 

Discuss each other’s stories? 
Keep under its heart, 

the unspoken silence 

of lips that cannot speak? 


This wind is too erratic 
to touch, too restless 

to move somewhere else, 
at some other address. 


Am I waiting for 
that slow breeze? 

It will come 

from under the ocean 
or from the top 

of the mountain 
only to entwine itself 
in my breath. 
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Shutting and sealing 

the ten corners of the world, 
becoming my life’s force, 

to quieten near me. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


I cannot do it 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


I asked the sky 

to teach me 

its vastness. 

It bent and kissed me 
suddenly. 

I expanded. 


In my eyes, sun 

and moon, in my heart 
the chirping sound 

of the birds, 

in my palms the stars’ game 
of Lights, 

the holiness 

of dawn and twilight. 

In my consciousness 
sometimes sunlight, 
sometimes the open arms 
to hug the rains. 


Where shall I stay 

with all these? 

Which road should I take? 
Here, every lane is narrow, 
every roof is low, 

all walls are slanderers. 
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These days I move 

and dash against things, 

and throughout the night 

caress the wound and ask 

the sky to take back its vastness. 


The stunned sky 
cannot stoop to take back 
the gift it had given me. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Co-passenger 
(Translated by Dr. Bibhu Padhi & Meenakshi Padhi) 


Don’t say no. 


It is only 

to accompany you 
that I have travelled 
this long distance, 
without looking back. 


By only making 

the experience 

of poetry of my own, 
I have come this far. 
Why else would one 
leave one’s home? 


If you get tired, 

I will press your legs; 
if you feel regretful 

I will offer you my 
shoulder. 


I shall sell my life 
unhesitatingly, 

to bring you 

a little happiness. 
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I shall arrange 

yourself in a clean manner, 
even if it looks 
disarranged. 

If I am in doubt, 

I shall teach you 

an easy, simple end. 


Now get up holding 
my hand; 

We shall have to travel 
much further. 


They shall be able 
to walk only if 
we walk together. 


When, in the cloudy darkness 
of the night, their heart 
would be eager to see 

the sunrise. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


When I Search for Myself 
(Translated by Dr. Krushna Charan Bal) 


I would leave 

some day 

Like them 

Like all of them. 

And with me would go away 
My love, my infatuation 

My anger, my vengeance 
And my indolence. 


And together with my so-called 

status of being fallen & lost, 

the so-called characterlessness, 

the reputation of a maiden 

Given to plain-speaking 

One who vents out her spleen & mind 
Openly, broad-mouthed. 


Any my sacred pyre would be burning fiercely 
Like the offerings of life 

In a brilliant, translucent flame 

Burning all those 

Slander, recrimination & plaudits; 

all kinds of pleasure & agony 

and all those insults & calumny. 

In that incandescent fire. 
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And my only daughter would surely reach it 
the next morning 

to smoothen & moisten & cull 

the cold cinders left over. 


And she would then feel 
something moist in her palms 
While rummaging through the 
warm ashes seeking some bones. 


And then she would see 

A tiny drop of my fresh self-pride 

Is still instinct with passion 

Like the cool, moist drop of tear 
Springing from the sky 

That would come to caress her soul. 


She would also witness 

That I have fallen in love with the love time & again. 
And have not adulterated it with 

Several preconditions & selfishness 

(Like they manufacture ornament) 

while building up a relation. 


Nor assembled small hopes & longings 
Like an ant collecting the sugar crystal. 
Nor have I given myself to 

the conceited laughter 

Feeling high while clambering 

‘To the flame’s edge. 
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She would then behold only 

How I have gathered the courage of truth. 
Instead of loaves & fishes 

In the celler of my womanhood. 


And then she would have 

In both of her palms 

The celestial remains 

of her mother’s unpretentious life; 
instead of her burnout ashes. 


And her own head would be slowly held high 
In the style of a preamble to 

speaking from the depth of truth 

For the women of a thousand generations. 
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Crucified 
(Translated by Jayanta Mohapatra) 


I feel like 
crucifying you 
I told him 


Then, come, 

vanish in the embrace 
of my arms 

You yourself 

have to be 

the cross of wood — 
he answered; 


As we held each other 
in warm embrace, 
God himself 

had driven in 

the nails of love. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


The Guest 
(Translated by Jayanta Mohapatra) 


Go. Leave, 

Let me wipe clean today 
your footprints 

from the shores of my mind 
with the surging waves 

of my wholehearted love. 


Look, how 

on the heart’s skies, 

I write a sorrowful word 
of seven colours 

that resembles a rainbow: 
Farewell... Farewell. 


Whatever happiness is there 
in your relationship 

is only yours. 

Whatever sorrow I have 

are the provisions 

of my poor life. 


And all these tears 
all these sighs, 

are only mine. 

I have no complaints 
against you, 

no rights on you. 
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lll le llr 


From the cage of my desire 
today, 

I happily set free 

your heart, that is 

as innocent and enchanting 
as a song-bird. 


Believe me, 

from the day of creation 
even God has not given 
that much happiness 

as you have 

in such a short time. 


In place of me, 

let those who are close to you 
be with you in happiness, 

let all my years be yours, 

let every malaise befall on me. 


Lest some misfortune happen, 

I hold these tears 

Jeft behind in my eyes 

as my last resource. 

Look, I wipe away those too, 

with my obeisance and prayer both 
I bow before you, 

my hands folded. 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


Don't keep in your mind 
any dilemma, conflict 

or remorse, 

or any sense of ignominy. 
It’s only because of you 
each emptiness of mine 
fills 

with endearment today. 


Dear supreme guest 
of a moment, 

and the most desired 
why do you sit 

with hung head? 


Please get up, 

it's time we left — 

for in this life 

we will not meet again. 
Farewell..... Farewell. 
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Guest 
(Translated by Dr. Ramachandra Behera) 


It was a rain washed night 
I had sat with eyes closed 
And in my pulsating heart 
There was a shower— 

a shower of your memory 


Enlivening my riotous emotions. 

Like a flash of lightening 

there were your knocks on the door — 
A gust of unexpected delicious surprise. 


‘There you stood glistening 
All soaked and dripping 
Like an idol bathed in milk. 
I was about to wipe you dry 
with my saree. 


No, let it be, 

You whispered taking me 

in your profuse embrace, 

1 love to be drenched, 

I love to drench, 

I come for this rain of oneness 
For this dreamy warmth. 
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Guest 
(Translated by Dr. Ramachandra Behera) 


While departing 

Your advice was — 

Don't weep 

Lest that might shorten my life-span. 
What a serious statement 

Uttered so lightly! 


Never did you think 

These tears are my only prop, 

Only solace in your absence. 
Caressing over my cheeks and lips 
They sweep away my heart’s heaviness 
And loll me to sleep. 


You forbid their flow under oath 
And, unlucky as I am, 

I must now remain sleepless 
Life after life 


Destined I am to remain empty-handed 
And so heartless you are, 

Your love comes briefly, 

Only in snatches. 


But that moment of love 
Releases an endless stream 
In the parched despair of my heart. 
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Slowly my sorrow 

is painted green 

In the thick foliage of memory. 
To be away from you 

No longer becomes a torment, 
As in the steady transparency 
Of that stream I see you. 
Whenever I yearn for you. 


Can you ever measure 
the depth of my joy 

as I see this image? 
although just an image? 


Well, let your advice prevail. 
I dry my eyes. 

Let the drops of my 
tear-soaked life 

mingle with yours, 

to lengthen it. 


In the midst of my massive thirst, 
at the last moment of my life, 
you would come 

with a drop of water 

for my dry lips. 

That will be crowning 

of my dream 

the fruit of my prayer. 


CD 
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THE UNKNOWN WIND 


A Conversation 
(Translated by Sri Arabinda Behera & Dr Sangram Jena) 


In your longest Silence 

you whisper into my ears 

our dialogue goes on 

endlessly 

leaving the pages of history and mythology 
countless stories of love 

tumble on the flowerbed of our conversation 
the faces of both of us 

look beautiful. 


What do you go on saying 
I can’t catch even a word. 


Here your lips warm my ear roots 

eyelids close of their own 

words change with touch 

with the movement of your lips and fingers 
my throbbing, virgin body 

opens up like the soul of an epic 

which goes on....... 

written since time immemorial 

slowly the making of each word, each sight 
is buried in the depths of our grave 

built with our intimate silence. 


An in explicable pleasure 
resonates in our firm embrace 
sometimes whispers into my ears- 
this is creation 

sometimes whispers into your ears- 
this is apocalypse. 


CD 
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Myself 
(Translated by Dr. J.P Das and Arlene Zide) 


What do you see 

Looking at me like this? 

Checking whether or not I resemble 
Poetry’s muse? 

With which ornaments bedecked, 

In what style my hair arranged? 

If T'1I sparkle 

Exactly 

Like that doll in your imagination? 
Perhaps that thought 

Has brought a new glint to your eyes 
Or 

Undressing the coy maiden 

In your mind, 

You drag me 

To that temple of love, the bridal chamber- 
The pen slips 

Describing breast and hips, 
Thoughts become 

The lolling tongues of desire. 


God! 

From birth I’ve been brought up 
In the blind well of ignorance, 
Small-mindedness, 

Happy always 

To have offered into your hands 
This rare womanhood, 

My touchstone body 
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For weighing, 
For your judgment, 
Like some fresh-cut piece of meat. 


I've stayed pure 

I’ve accepted 

That it’s my nature 

To stay pure, 

Even if I have no other 
Respectable indentity 
But that of ovary 
Approved by you. 


That I can think, 

Can feel: 

That a special touch of the soul 

Can redeem 

My frame of flesh and blood; 

Can claim paramarth, the supreme meaning 
Can achieve the moksha of salvation, 
That this body 

Is not 

A silk-clad statue or a fly 

Caught in a spider’s web, 

That this body can lift its head 

And tower 

Like a sky touching temple 

Of knowledge and consciousness, 
Often 

Waking to this possibility 
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In raised voice saying this aloud 
I've stopped, 

From some odd fear 

Kept silent, 

Even though much earlier 
Should have spoken out. 


I would have said, addressing you alone- 
Take off your mask, 

Off with it! 

What sort of friend are you? 
What sort of soul-mate? 

Kind of companion? 

What kind of partner 

On life’s journey? 

Shame on you! 

From history’s beginnings 

I have had to take as men 
Carnivorous dogs and tigers 
Shackled in the chains 

Of rank and status, 

Shame! On me! 

Unable 

To say this openly, 

Imprisoned in some enchantment, 
Entangled in illusion. 


So we bent head 
I listen 
Always 
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To my own suppressed pitiful cries 
Shame on me! 

A hundred times more so than you. 
Feeling that this is all that I deserve, 
Believing myself to be 

The lowliest of the low, 

Giving myself over 

To the accursed half of the world. 
Shame, and shame again! 

A hundred times more 

On me! 
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